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Author's Notes: 
While this isn\'t fiction, | think it\'s a good enough story to be told on here, after all, it is a rock non fic ;) All 


of the following is completely true, and the dialogue is either verbatim or paraphrased. 


After spending most of my time waiting in solitude outside the showroom, people began to appear slowly. All of 
them were decorated appropriately enough for the occasion, wearing t-shirts purchased at prior shows, and 
laminates from prior backstage events. Simultaneously, they all begin to shuffle together around me, like puzzle 
pieces coming together. It was like a clan meeting had been called, but no one spoke a word of it, and simply 
accepted it. It's incidents like these | love about fandom. A couple of them, not traveling together, seemed to 
know each other, and chatted about, and everyone seemed to be looking for "Bruce." Who this Bruce character 
was | did not know. One of these twinkly eyed fans searching for Bruce was Tattoo Guy. Now, | never found out 
Tattoo Guy's name, but he certainly earned his title. He rolled up his sleeve and showed me his wrist, inked 


neatly with a Yes tattoo, along with a Dream Theater and Asia tatt on the other side. 


Asia, the prize we were all waiting to receive, were just now entering the showroom we so patiently waited 


outside of. Tattoo Guy showed me pictures he had taken with Chris Squire. All the while, | was studying his 


face, trying to guess his age. A minute later, | found out he was doing the same thing, and placed me at 
nineteen, Laughable. Depending upon where | go, my age ranges from twelve to twenty-two. He said he'd seen 
Asia live on every tour since ‘82. His face was young, but his hair was spotted silver, so | didn't know where 


to put him as far as age was concerned. 


It was then that | noticed another young face under silver hair. First it was his name being spoken, to my 


surprise, in a nonchalant way. 


But alas, there he was in all his silver glory, the person I'd been waiting anxiously to see, the person who I'd 
seen in film footage and on album covers, whose face was plastered on the wall above my bed. Carl Palmer 
had just strolled past me, and turned a corner. While the others didn't seem to care, and gazed at their 
phones, | gazed at him until he was out of sight, my heart jack-hammering the whole time and afterwords. | 
thought to myself, if this is the way | behave after he passes me, what's going to happen when | see him at 
the sound check? Am | going to be able to look him in the eye? Maybe. Was | going to be able to speak? | didn't 
know. In fact, if there was one thing | did know, it's that | was speechless watching him pass. A living, breathing 
legend had just casually strolled by, and no one else seemed to care. This is what led me to believe that | had 
in fact, seen John Wetton in the lobby about an hour earlier. Casually strolling by, and no one seemed to care. 
Except for me, of course. The fact that no one else was reacting the way | was, is what convinced me that it 
wasn't him, and it was just a man that looked a lot like him, or that | was absolutely mad. But | was about to 
find out. | felt like a diver, struggling to make my way to the surface. It still wasn't sinking in, that image, the 
reality of it all, and | couldn't manage to grasp it and make it real. | needed something tangible to prove to 
myself that | wasn't dreaming up dreams. | knew the words well, and certainly was one to have faith in 
impossible schemes, sometimes a little too much faith. So was this all born in the sigh of the wind blowing by? 
A trick of the tail? A trick of the eye, perhaps? My gaze had been glued to the image of him passing by, the 
person | had been so desperately waiting to see. Mr. Palmer had just breezed by, unnoticed by anyone save for 
me, and left me in a frenzied whirlwind of admiration, anticipation, and wonder. I'll go to my grave swearing my 
heart thumped to the incentive, animal bass pattern he played in Tank, that signature sound, at the sight of 
him then. | was in no way willing to avert my gaze until Mr. Palmer was completely out of my sight. | had too 
much respect for him to ever refer to him by his first name publicly. In private, sure, | referred to him as 
lots of different things. But to his face, he would only ever be Mr. Palmer. Now being given permission to call 
him anything else, that's a different story all together, a whole different ‘kettle of bananas’ to quote the man. 


The infamous Bruce had appeared, a representative of Tinman Merchandising. He was a short, and quite husky 
man with a friendly face. Behind him trailed The Dude. | had been given a number for a guy named Josh, after 
purchasing my laminate. | was supposed to meet Josh outside the will-call box at the casino, to receive my 
laminate. | called the number, and got an answering machine message that said, "The Dude is not in Leave a 
message after the beep.. it takes a minute." And it did. Long story short, The Dude certainly abides. At that 
point, to me, he wasn't Josh. He was The Dude, and to him, like all the others there, | was the shy little red 
haired girl. Everyone approached Bruce and The Dude, signing in and taking their laminates gladly. Bruce checked 


his watch. Five o'clock, dead on It was time to go inside. 


The showroom was dappled with red seats and tables and at the end of this red stretch, a dimly lit stage, with 


a drum kit poised in the center. It was shimmering silver with the familiar red markings on the front, spelling 


out my favorite drummer's name. | found myself a nice seat, planted my bag, holding my albums, my treasure, 
and watched the stage intently. | didn't dare avert my gaze, in case the second | looked away, one of them 
would appear! could feel it in the room, the tension in the air rising around us all. My gaze was stuck straight 
ahead, unmovable, waiting for something, a movement, a sound, something, anything. All the anticipation, the 
waiting, the dreaming up dreams, impossible schemes, it was all getting to be too much. Yes, it all gets so 
intense, from my experience. It didn't make sense. There were men moving about the dimly lit stage, busying 
along across it like shadows, none recognizable to me. They were tweaking and adjusting instruments, 
instruments that were all recognizable to me. But they were more than that, much, much more. They were 
tools, vessels, used to channel and search for the lost chord. Scavenging and clawing desperately at any scrap 
and morsel left that was usable, this is their job. But where were their keepers, the pioneers, the crusaders? | 
glanced about for Mr. Palmer. | couldn't see him now, in the red show room, but | could hear him in my head, 
the high register of his raspy voice echoing in my mind. My ears were pricked, listening for that sound, eyes 
alert for any sight of his silvery figure. fter intensely staring at the stage, for what seemed like a century, | 
felt a tap on my shoulder. How rude of me would it have been if | had continued to hold my eyes to the stage, 
which | would have done happily, rather than turn around and answer? Despite what | would have rather done, 
| looked over my shoulder. It was the man I'd seen outside the showroom. He and his son had waited with me in 


silence. 

"Have you ever seen these guys live before?" He asked. 

"No." | replied. 

"You're in for a treat then" He smiled, "Have you ever done a meet and greet before?" 
| told him no and explained that this was a birthday gift. 

"Really? My birthday was the other day, that's why I'm here too." 


Upon hearing this, the crowd around us rose up in a chorus of happy birthdays. It certainly was a happy one 


for me. 


No more than a moment later, at the side of the stage, MrPalmer appeared, the first one of them out. He 
came down like a wolf on the fold, cohorts gleaming in silver and gold. What a sight for my eyes, to see him 
standing there, the man who'd made me smile with his music all these years, standing there across the way. 
Suddenly, | felt the room shrinking, the space between where | sat and the stage where he stood, growing 
shorter in distance. What a day for laughter, | mused, as | heard him chuckle a bit at something a sound tech 
said. As he moved out of the shadowy corner, and into the center of the now lighted stage, tossing his phone 
in the air and catching it, something changed. To me, he stopped being a giant that walked the earth, and 
shrunk down to the size of a human being. He became real, and tangible, not some far off other worldly being 
out of my feeble reach. That thought sent a jolt through me. There he was, well within my reach, well within 
my limits. Fairly soon, he would be closer, and that sent me reeling. Sometime drawing close, this larger than 
life entity would be standing before me. To meet me. That was what | had signed up for, and that was what | 
was going to get. It was a gift to me, my only birthday gift, from my family. And it was all | wanted. It was 


the best gift I'd been given. Before knowing about the show, my mother had asked me what | wanted for my 
birthday. | jokingly told her that | wanted Carl Palmer. When | was a lot younger, too young to understand the 
vast age difference, I'd even said | would marry him. This man that | had held such a strong admiration for 

was across the room from me, about to do what he did best. Crossing the stage, he turned and looked at us 


all, greeting us with, " Hiya" 


He stepped up onto the riser, where a sleek black microphone was inches from him. Before moving behind the 
kit, he recited us a particularly inappropriate poem. He smiled all the while, clearly amused with himself. Looking 
at him then, seeing the gleam of that smile, | couldn't help but to smile with him. Glancing about, the other 
fans around me weren't exactly smiling as | was. They all had the same expression plastered on their faces, 
one that said," Typical Carl" But we gave him some scattered claps, and in return, he gave us a curt thank 
you nod. He was wearing the same thing I'd seen him in when he passed outside the show room doors. He wore 
cargo shorts and a white button up dappled with litte blue flowers; easily recognizable to me, someone who 
was familiar with his dress sense, his coffee eyes and his silvery head. To hear the sound of his voice in the 
room was a wonder to me, no matter how familiar with its sound | was. It astounded me that a man that | 
could quote off the top of my head, a legend, was before us and no one else seemed nearly as excited as | felt. 
Some of them were even more occupied with their phones. | couldn't tell if they were more well off than me 
and could afford to have done this before and were now used to it, or to quote Mr. Palmer, if they were out 
to lunch completely. | paid no attention to them when they were silent to me, and concentrated on the stage. | 
was trying especially hard not to think of what was to come. Particularly, what it would be like when he came 
down. There were a million questions | had, yet they were all racing through my head so fast, it was like | 
couldn't pick one out. | couldn't think of what | wanted to say. The only thing | knew was that | didn't want to 
say the same thing as every fan before me, the sort of questions and compliments that come before an 
automatic and conditioned answer. There was one question | had to remember to ask. Or well, more like a favor. 
| wanted a birthday hug. But just the thought of asking him for this, set my nerves on fire. | doubted | could 
manage it. For all | knew, my voice could leave me. My sanity certainly had left long ago, and my new shoes 
were worn at the heels from all the nervous pacing | had done outside of the will-call box. | could tell that 


some of the others around me don't know how it feels, how | felt then. Thick as a brick. 


There was a bounce in his step and a child staring out from his immaculate, aged coffee eyes that was unique 
to him and him alone. He was seated behind the kit now, and | knew what was coming as he raised the sticks. | 
watched him go from any ordinary person to a vessel, the sounds driving him. | must have been wide eyed, 
awe struck, jaw dropped. It amazed me that | wanted to pinch the cheeks of a sixty two year old man, but in 
my defense, he didn't seem to have aged at all. could see the young man walking in the old man's skin, the 


child in the man's eyes. His youth was breath taking. 


At the side of the stage, | spotted a thin shadow lurking, looking about. Steve Howe, whose riffs and licks I'd 
spent my life of sixteen years trying to play, was standing there. 


After a while of chatting with the other fans, | watched as John Wetton, who now | am sure | saw in the 
lobby, strolled in with a cup of tea 


Tattoo Guy, who came over to sit with me, informed us all that Mr. Geoff Downes was not coming down from 


his room because he was too busy watching soccer and tweeting about it. Carl began playing bass drum 
patterns that made my heart leap out, set off fireworks in my head, with incredible speed and precision | 
prayed he decided to do something off cuff, and play Tank for us. He rose and | felt a twinge of anticipation as 
he walked off stage. Excitement shot down my spine as he reappeared in the hall, making his way towards 


where we sat. Stevie trailed behind him, John and Geoff followed. 


| was confused. Bruce had told us that not all of them would participate in the meet and greet, and that if 
they did, it would be separate individual meet and greets, not all together. He had also warned us that Mr. 
Palmer was not exactly in the best mood. Seeing him coming closer worried me, because of my longing to speak 
to him, but at the same time, | didn't want to bother him. Looking at him, he certainly gave off the impression 
that he wasn't happy. He gathered together with the others to pose for group pictures with a fan, which 
Bruce photographed. 


A line formed, and everyone crowded in front of me, expect for one particularly polite fan, who allowed me to 


go ahead of him, saying, "Ladies first" He smiled. 


The man in front of me was up now, and as Bruce was busy, he asked his wife to take the picture, very 


rudely rushing her along, scolding, "Will you take the damn picture already? These guys don't have all day." 
Only they didn't seem to mind at all 


Bruce had to take two picture, because in the first one, everyone in the band was glaring at him. The second 
one, was like all the others taken, no one was smiling except for the fan. Not even Carl, who normally had a big 
slap happy grin on his face no matter what. Regardless, | was up next, and | prayed that no one put their arm 
around me. | didn't want them to feel how | was shaking. Just then, someone tried to get in front of me, and | 


didn't have the heart to stop them, as much as | wanted to, or the voice to protest. But someone spoke. 
"What about the little girl in the back?" 

| looked up. Are they talking about me? 

John answered, "She's being shy’ 

Geoff was motioning to me to come forward. And | did. | don't know how, but | did 


It was an awkward approach. | wanted to stand next to Carl (naturally) but there was no room. Steve noticed 
and scooted over, making room for me between the two of them. | was smiling like a fool, but | couldn't help it. 
| was standing with legends. It felt like forever that | stood there. Bruce took two pictures (he didn't like the 
first one), and it was over. | hurried away, worried | was smiling like an idiot, and didn't want them to notice. | 
moved to where | set my bag, next to Bruce, and thanked him for taking the photographs, retrieved my 
camera and crammed it in my bag. | didn't even want to look at the picture. It would be like all the others, just 
me smiling and everyone else looking miserable. There was something a little sad about that. | was meeting my 


idols, but the mood of the room was somber, and that certainly wasn't on my part, | was absolutely glowing. 


| pulled my albums out of my bag, and picked out my Fragile pamphlet, noticing Steve was behind me. Seeing 
him there, sent me back to my room, where | had held my guitar at three in the morning, in the black of 
night, trying to play his songs as quietly as | could, careful not to wake anybody. | got the chance to tell him 
about that. About how | tried my damnedest to play some of the things he'd written, and failed miserably. 
That was what got him talking. Steve, always the reclusive one, had a little chat with me about playing guitar. 


"Which one do you think you've got down the best then?" He asked, carefully looking down at the album sleeve. 


| didn't even think before | spoke, it just kind of came out like it had been rehearsed. "The Clap, | think, but it's 
still a bit sloppy.’ 


He raised his eyebrows. "Well, that one is hard. | even play it a bit sloppily sometimes." That wasn't true. In 
fact, I'd never heard him play anything sloppy in my life. | wasn't sure if he even knew what it meant to play 


sloppy. 


| edged the Fragile sleeve across the table. "Would you mind signing something from Yes?" 
Thank god he answered, "Of course." 
| pulled out my pen and removed the cap, handing it to him. 


He scribbled out his name, only no ink came out. Of course. The worst time for my pen to run out. "Do you 
still want this?" He gestured to the pen. 


"No. 


"Good." He threw it. Bruce handed him a sharpee. Steve scrawled his name. | thanked him, and he gave me a 


nod. And Steve Howe, one of my biggest musical inspirations, walked off. 


| gave Bruce back his marker. After doing so, | heard a familiarly high and raspy voice not far off. | turned 
around to see Carl, asking a woman to take a pen cap off for him, as his other hand was not free. | managed 


to edge my way over to where he was, feeling the radiation of his not-so-good-mood with each step | took. 


He looked up, piercing brown eyes burning a hole through me. Somehow | managed to ask if he would sign my 
album. It was ELP's self titled debut. But | had forgotten, | didn't have a pen Luckily for me, the man who'd let 
me get ahead of him in line for pictures, let me borrow his. What unraveled next was a rather awkward string 
of events, at least to me. First, | handed him the pen the wrong way, where the capped end was in his hand. 
We both starred at it for a second. Realizing this, | pulled the pen out of the cap, which was still in his hand, 
and attempted to put the opposite end in the cap. | failed, missing, and tried again. By the third try, success, it 
went in and he signed his name in the silver sharpee ink | got out two cards for my friends, to whom I'd 
promised signatures. They were blank cards, with pictures of paintings on the cover, that fit neatly under the 
flap of their envelopes, half exposed. | was in a daze, thinking to myself, goodness while | was putting the end of 


the pen in the cap, | touched his hand We weren't supposed to shake their hands, or go anywhere near them, 


avoiding them for insurance reasons. That little brush of skin was as close as | was going to get. 


Feebly, | asked, "W-Would you mind signing cards for friends of mine? They couldn't be here tonight, but they'd 
really appreciate it” He didn't look up at me, but nodded, and | can't quite remember exactly what he said, but 
it was rushed, and choppy, and short in tone. He seemed, and | don't want to use the word ‘nervous' because 


that wouldn't be correct, but something like it. He seemed like he was tense, or felt rushed. 


"Where?" He asked. "Inside? On the back? Oh, | think | should have a black pen for this." He handed me the 
silver marker, which | handed back to the owner. Bruce hurried to the rescue and gave him a pen with black 


ink. He signed them both, and handed Bruce back his pen. 
| thanked him. 


"No problem." He said, and that was it. He was walking away. | could feel the regret rising in my chest, and | 
wanted to say something more, but his back was turned, and he was heading off. He still had a sound check to 
do. The other three were still there, but it wasn't the same. Carl was, not necessarily my favorite, but the 
one | had always been drawn to the most. When | was a lot younger, and a lot more naive, I'd even said | was 
going to marry him (despite the 40 some odd year age gap, but | was too young at the time to understand 
that). | wanted him to come back, but wishing he would wasn't going to help me, and | couldn't find to voice to 
say something that would make him turn around. | stood there motionless for a moment, then put the cards 
and the album back in my leather bag. | remained there, watching him walk away, silently, and then to my 


surprise, he glanced over his shoulder. 
He halted, and turned. "Did you have something you wanted to ask me, sweetheart?" 


A voice in my head spoke, saying, did he just call you sweetheart? Is he talking to you? | must have nodded, or 


said something in response, but wasn't aware of it, because he was coming back 


For a second, | thought maybe there was someone behind me that had called to him, but he was looking 
straight at me. 


He stopped in front of me, and | forgot how to use words for a brief moment, "It's just that er.. um.. | was 


supposed to deliver a message to you from a friend that um..” 


He leaned in closer to hear me, it was loud in the room, and | was probably speaking in a hushed tone | was so 


nervous. 
"We think you're a silver fox." | winced, not knowing what he would say. 


| heard a bit of laughter, "Well, | am pretty silver, aren't |?" He dips his head and combs his hair with his 
fingers. A bought of relief swelled in my gut, as he looked up at me with a smile. "Yes, | might as well just dye 
it that color, I'm half way there as it is.” 


| laughed, relieved to see a grin back on his face. "You look pretty great for your age, though." | said, 


reassuringly. 


"Well," | could hear the beginning of an argument in his voice, "If you think | look great for my age, well you 
haven't seen me roll out of bed in the morning." He looked back at me with a warm smile in his chocolate 


brown eyes. 


Before | realized what | had said, | blurted out, "| would love to see that." | didn't filter anything, and | certainly 
didn't think before | spoke, but | spoke what | thought. 


Thankfully, he laughed more, finding me amusing. | couldn't figure out what was more amusing to him, the fact 
that he had such a young fan, or more so, the fact that | was practically hitting on him. He flashed me one 
last smile, and began to shy away. As he turned to go, he smiled at me and gave me a little wave. | walked 
back to my seat, thinking, Goodness, did that all just happen? Did he really call you sweetheart? It sunk in and 
resonated with me a bit. Carl Palmer smiled at you and called you sweetheart. A got a fist bump from Geoff, 
and unfortunately, | didn't have anything for him or John to sign, and | didn't get to speak to John. All! got 
from him, was his smile captured in a picture. | finally looked at it while | was eating dinner before the show, 
and the second picture Bruce took was a victory: Everyone was smiling. | couldn't ask for a better birthday 
gift than all that, and a great performance from the band, and what | was waiting for the whole time, he 
played Tank. A sixteenth birthday is always called the sweet sixteen, and for me, | didn't need a big party, or a 


car. It was sweet enough leaving the show, and | couldn't ask for anything more. 


